

The Tragedie of Othello 


Committed ? Oh,thou publicke Commoner, 

I Should make very Forges of my chcekes. 

That would to Cynders burne vp Modeftie. 

Did I but fpeake thy^eedes. What commited ? 

Heauen ftoppes the Nofc at it,arid the Moonc winks: 
The baudy wino'e that kifles all it mcetcs, 

Is hufh’d within the hollow Mync ofEarth 
And will not hear’t. What commited i 
Def By Heauen you do me wrong. 

Otbe. Are not you a Strumpet? 

Def No, as 1 am aCnriftian. 
iftoprcfcruethisveflcll for cry Lord, 

From any other foule vnlawfuil touch 
Be not to be a Sttumpcc,I am none. 

Othe, What.not a Whore ? 

Def No.as I fhall be fau’d. 

Othe. Is't poffible ? 

Def Oh Heauen forgiue vs. 

Othe. I cry you mercy then . 

I tooke you for that cunning Whore ofVenicc, 

That married with Othello. You Miftris, 

1 Enter tyEmilut. 

That haue the office oppofite to Saint Peter , 

And kecpcs the gate of hell. You,you : I you. 

Wchauedone our courfc:therc’s money foryburpaines: 
I pray you turne the key,and keepe our counlailc. Exit. 

v£mil. Alas.what do’> this Gentleman conceiue ? 
How do you Madam ? how do you my good Lady? 

Def Faith,halfeaflecpe. 
ts£#}i. Good Madam, 

What 1 * the matter with my Lord ? 

Def With who? 

lAmil. Why,with my Lord,Madam ? 

I Def Who is thy Lord ? 

tAmil. He that is yours,fweet Lady. 

Def. I haue none: do nottalke to mc.tAmilia, 

I cannot weepe :nor anfwercs haue I none, 

Bnt what fhould go by water. Prythec to night. 

Lay on my bedtmy wedding flicetes,remcmber. 

And call thy husband hither. 

lAmil. Heere’s a change indeed. Exit. 

Def. ’Tis meete I fhould be rs*d fo : very mcctc. 
How haue I bin behau'd,that he mishcfticke 
The fmall’ft opinion < n nv leaftm f/lc? 

Enter luge ,and <iAmilia. 

/ago. What is your plcafure Madam ? 

How is’t with you? 

Def. I cannot tell: thofe that do teach yong Babes 
Do it with gentle meanes,and eafie tasl cs- 
He might haue chid me fo : for in good faith 
I am a Child to chiding, y 

/ago. What is the matter Lady? 
zAwil. Alas(/^)my Lord hath fo bewhor’d her, 
Throwne fuch difpight.and heauy termes vpon ber 
That true hearts cannot beare jt. 

Def. Am I that name,/4*o? 

/a^o. What name,(faite Lady?) 

Def Such as (he faid my Lord did fay I was. 

^mil . He call’d her whore :a Begger in hi* drinkc t 
Could not haue lai d fuch termes vpon his Callcc. 

I ago. Why did he io ? 

Def I do not know : I am fure I am none fuch. 

/afro. Do not weepe,do not weepe: alas the day. 
nALmil. Hath flic forfookc fo many Noble Matches? 
j Her Father ? And her Country ? And her Friends l 


I To be call’d Whore ? Would it not makTone wVr ' „ 

Def Iris my wretched Fortune. WW P e? 

j /ago. Befhrew him for’t: 

How comes thisTrickcvponhim? 

Def. Nay,Heauen doth know. 

%Ami. I will be bang’d,if fomc eternall Villain 
Some bufie and infinuating Rogue, * ’ 

Some cogging.cozening Slaue.to get Come Office 
Haue not deuis d this Slander : I will be hang’y c |j c 

I ago. Fie,tfiereisnofuchman.:itisimpoffiol e 

Def. If any fuch there be,Hcauen pardon him.* 
tArr.il. A halter pardon him : 

A nd hell gnaw his bones. 

Why fhould he call her Whore / 

Who keepe* her companie ? 

What Place? What Time i . 

What Forme ?Whatliklyhood ? 

The Moore's abus’d by fome moft villanous Knaue 

Some bafe notorious Knaue/omefcuruy Fellow. * 

Oh Heauens, that fuch companions thou’d’ft vnfold 
And put in euery honeft hand a whip 
Tolafli the Rafcalls naked through the world, 

Euen from theEaft to th’Weft, 
htgo. Speake within doore. 
tAmil. Oh fie vpon them: fome fuch Squire bewas 
That turn’d your wit,the feamy-fide without, 

And made you to fufpcdl me with the Moore. 

I ago. You are a Foole: go too. 

‘Def. Alas /ago. 

What (hall I do to win my Lord againe ? 

Good Friend,go to him: for by this light ofHeauw, 

I know not how I loft him, Heere I kneele: 

If ere my will did trefpafle ’gainft hi* Loue, 

Either in difeourfe of thought,or a&uall deed, 

Or that mine Eyes,mine Earcs,or any Scnce 
^ Delighted them: or any other Forme. 

Or that I do not yet, andeuerdid,' 

And eucr wil!,( though he do (hake me off 
T o beggerly diuorcement)Loue him deerety. 
Comfortforfweareme. Vnkindnefle maydomuch, 
And his vnkindnefle may defeat my life, 

But neuer taynt my Loue, I cannot fay Whore, 
Itdo’sabhorremenow I fpeake the word, 

To do the A<ft,that might the addition earne, 

Not the worlds Mafle of vanitie could makeme. 

, Iago. I pray you be content: ’tis but his humour: 

' The bufinefle of the State do’s him offence. 

Def. If’c were no other. 
lago. ltisbutfo,lwarrant, 

Hearke how thefe Inftruments fummon to fupper: 

The Meflengers of Venice ftaies the meate, 

Go in,and weepe not: all things ffiall be well. 

Exeunt Defiemona and 


Enter Rodorigo 
How now ‘Rodotigo ? 

Rod. I do not finde 
That thou deal’ftiuftly with me. 

/ago. What in thecontrarie ? . 

Rodori. Euery day thou dafts me with lome cem e 
/ago, and rather, as itfcemesro me now, keep 
me all conueniencie, then fupplieft me with the 
uantage ofhope: I will indeed no longer endure it. °| 
amlyet perfwadedto put vp in peace, whatalrea y 
haue foolifttly fuffred. 

/ago. Will you hcare me Rodorigo ? 
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the <t5AToore of Venice. 




Rodori. I haue heard too much /and your words and 
performances arc no kin together. 

Iago* You charge me moft vniuftly. 

%odo. With naught but truth: I haue wafted my 
fclfc out of my meancs. Thclcwch you haue had from 
mecodcliuer Dcfdemorui, would halfe haue corrupted a 
Votarift. You haue,told me {lie hath receiu’d them* 
and return’d me expectations and comforts of fodaine 
rc fpcft,andacquaintance,but I finde none, 

/ago. Well,go too : very well. 

' Rod . Very well, go too: I cannot go too, (man) nor 

tis not very well. Nay I think it is feuruy : and begin to 
finde my felfe fopt in it. 

Iago. Very well. 

Rodor. I tell you, ’tis not very wcil: I will make my 
fclfeknownc to Defdemona* if ftie wilhrcturncme my 
Iewels,I will giue oucr my Suit, and repeat my vnlaw- 
full folicitation. If not, allure your fclfc,, I will feckc 
fatisfaflion of you. 

Iago. You haue faid now, 

Rodo. I .-andfa’.d nothing but what Iproteft intend¬ 
ment of doing. 

Iago. Why, now I lcc there’s mettle in thee: ana 
cuen from this inftant do build on thee a better o- 
pinion then euer before: giue me thy hand Rodorigo. 
Thou haft taken againft me a moft iuft excepti¬ 
on: but yet Iproteftl haue dealt moft directly in thy 
Affaire, 

Ithathnotappeer’d. 

Iago. I grant indeed it hath not appeer’d : and 
your fufpition is not without wit and iudgemeoc. 
But Rodorigo, if thou haft ihatin thee indeed, which 
I haue greater reafon to beleeue now then euer ( I 
meane purpofc, Courage, and Valour ) this night 
fliew it. If thou rhe next night following cnioy not 
Defdemona , take me from this world with Trcachc- 
rie, and deuife Engines for my life. 

Rod. Well: whac is it ? Is it within, reafon and com¬ 
pare ? 

Iago* Sir, there is efpeciall Commilfion come from 
Venice to depute Caffio in Othello's place. 

Rod* Is that true / Why then Othello zwiDefdemona 
returnc againe to Venice. 

Iago. Oh no :he goes into Mauritania and takech 
away with him the faire ‘Defdemona, vnlcfle his a- 
bode be lingred heere by fomc accident. Where¬ 
in none can be fo determinate, a* the remouing of 

Caffio . 

Rod . How do you meane remouing him ? 

Iago . Why, by making him vncapablc of Othello's 
place: knocking out hisbraines. 

Rod. And that you would haue me to do. 

Iago. I: if you dare do your felfe a profit, and a 
right. Hefups to night with a Harlotry: and thither 
will I go to him, Hcknowes not yet of his Honourable 
Fortune, if you will watch his going thence (which 
I will fafhion to fall out betweene twelue and one) 
you may take him at your pleafure* I will be neerc 
to fecond your Attempt, and he fhall fall betweene 
vs. Come, ftand not amaz’d at it, but go along with 
me: I will fhewyou fuch a r.cceflitieinhis death, that 
you {hallthinke your felfe bound to put it on him. It 
is nowk high fupper time: and the night growes to waft. 
About it. 

I will heare further reafon for this. 

Iago. And you (halbc fatisfi’d. Exeunt. 
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Scena Tertia. 


Enter OtheHo i Lodouico,Defdcmona i tA»tiliA } 
and^Atendanu, 

hod. I dobclccch you Sir,trouble your felfe no further. 
Oth. Oh pardon me: ‘twill dome good to walkc. 
Lodoni. Madam, goodnight: I humbly thankeyour 
Ladyfbip. 

Def. Your Honour i* moft welcome. 

Oth. Will you walke Sir ? Oh Defdemona. 

Def My Lord. 

Othello. Get youtobcdonth’inftant, I will be re¬ 
turn’d forthwith: difmiffc your Attendant there : look’c 
be done. Exit. 

Def. I will my Lord. 

tAm. How goes it now? Helookes gentler then he did. 
Def He faies he will returnc incontinent. 

And hath commanded me to go to bed. 

And bid me to difmiffc you, 
tAmi. Dilmiflemc? 

Def. It was his bidding: thercfore.good *Amilia, 
Giue me my nightly wearing.and adieu. 

We muft notnow difpleale him. 

tAmtl. 1, would you had neuer feene him. 

Def So would not 1: my loue doth fo approue him. 
That euen his flubborneflc,his criecks,his fiowncs, 

(Pry thee vn-pin me)haut grace and fauour. - 
zAmi. I hauedaid thofe Sheetes you bad me on the bed. 
‘Def. All’s onc:good Father, how foolilh are out mind*? 
If I do die before,prythce fnrow'd me 
In one of thefe fame Sheetes. 

t Amil. Come,come: you talkc. 

Dtf My Mother had a Maid call’d ['Barharie, 

She was in loue : and he Ihc lou’d prou d mad; 

And didforfakeher. She had a Song of Wtllough, 

An old thing’twas; but itexpreis’d her Fortune, 
i Andfhedy’d finging it. That Song tonight, 
i Will not go from my mind : 1 haue much to do, 

1 But to go hang my head all at one fide 

And fing it like pootc 'Brabarie : pry thee difpatch. 

.Ami. Shall I go fetch your N)ght r gowne ? 

Def. N»,v;i*pinmehere, 

This hodottico is a proper man. 
tAmil. A very handfomc man. 

Def He fpeakes well. 

tAmil. I know a Lady in Venicewouldhaue walk’d 
barefoot to Paleftme for a touch of his nether lip. 

Def. The p tore Soule fat fingiugjbj a Sicamottr tree » 

Sing all a green e < Hough : 

Her hand on her bo fome her head on her knee. 

Sing mtloughjVilloughjVt Hough. 

The frefh Streames ran by her t and murmur’d her moanes 
Singlei llough, &c. 

Herfait tear esfell from ber } andfoftned the ft ones. 

Sing tyillough,&c. (Lay by thefe) 

Willoughyfillough. (Prythcehigh thee: he’le come anon) 
Sing allagreene IViHough muft be my Garland. 

Let no body blame him.his fcorne / approue. 

(Nay that’s not next. Harkc,who is’t that knocks ? 
fAmil. It’s the wind. 

Def / call’d my Louefalfe Loue tbut what faid he t hen ? 
Sing fViHough,&C. 

Zf /court mo women,you’le couch with mo men. 

v v 3 So 
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